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The one who could be haughty and relent
And who could make the cup of pleasure full:
May they find pity with the beautiful.

And for the larger and unlucky set,

I have no words, my rhymes have all run out:

Dumb sockets, angles of bone. . . .

Historians will admire the stoic quality

Of what your task has left:

But we, who knew the lips and eyes of liberty,

May feel her eft.

Poem for M. J.

These nervous and golden evenings, under the lamp

You will turn strict and pale to another smile,

And other hands will help you off with your coat,

And other voices will praise and qualify

Discussing a mood or a style

And raised as your sentences die with a jerk in your

throat.

And outside at night it will be dark and damp
And against the raw damp sky

Your medallion will offer a scare to the sidling glance.
Oh, perhaps in some house you pass there will be

music,
Perhaps people will dance.

Here I am soothed by the sad, the satiable sea,
Here I ride with a trident the blue imperial wave,
Here I am drowned by the hands, voices, and faces,
That move, sound, and behave,
Here I am smiling to think it is not you,
My dear, or your sort that intermit the wars
To root us from our vegetating places,
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